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now emerged from the saloon, carne yawning on to the
deck, and looked down upon Hay's Wharf. This solitary
passenger was a man of medium height but of a massive
build, square and bulky about the shoulders, and thick-
chested. He might have been forty-five; he might have
been nearly fifty; it was difficult to tell his exact age. His
face was somewhat unusual, if only because it began by
being almost bald at the top, then threw out two very
bushy eyebrows, and finally achieved a tremendous
rnoustache; drooping a little by reason of its very length
and thickness; a moustache in a thousand, with some-
thing rhetorical, even theatrical, about it. He wore,
carelessly, a suit of excellent grey cloth but of a foreign
cut and none too well-fitting. This passenger had come
with the ship from the Baltic state that owned her, but
there was something about his appearance, in spite of
his clothes, his moustache, that suggested he was really
a native of this island. But that is perhaps all it did
suggest. He was one of those men who are difficult to
place. The sight of him did not call up any particular
background, and you could not easily imagine him
either at work or at home. He had come from the Baltic
to the Thames, but it might just as well have been from
any place to any other place. As he stood there,
straddling at ease, a thick figure of a man but not slow
and heavy, with his gleaming bald front and giant
moustache, looking down at the wharf quite incuriously,
he seemed a man who was neither coming home nor
leaving it, and yet not a simple traveller, and this gave
him a faint piratical air.

"Lon-don, eh?" cried a voice at his elbow. It came
from the second mate, a small natty youngster not unlike
a pale and well-brushed monkey. "Vairy nice, eh?"